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	1. Chapter 1

**THE VEILED COVEN**

**A/N: **Hey Noralise fans! Thank you for checking out my fic. I hope I write something worth reading, so any comments/suggestions/likes are always appreciated. I wanted to quickly mention where this story starts off. I wanted to keep it in somewhat canon of season 7, but after the bullshit ending I had to change some things. Everything is pretty much the same; S7 canon wise, except that The Huntress never marked Nora, and never chased them. She's pretty much not a threat in this story. I didn't really care for that particular storyline anyway.

Hope I made sense there and didn't ramble too much? I don't know. I hated TVD's ending of Mary Louise and Nora, such a shame.

Story is mostly Noralise (will write their past), with my own characters I have created for this story.

P.S. I suck at summaries.

**SYNOPSIS:** While on the run, and looking for anything that would save her lover's life, Nora comes across a group of misfits that share similar life stories to her and Mary Louise. Meanwhile, a surprise encounter brings up painful and beautiful memories from their past, which causes some tension in the present.

* * *

><p><span><strong>CHAPTER ONE<strong>

THE moon, full and bloated, illuminated grassy planes lined with sparse trees, as Nora drove the car through the back roads of wherever the hell they were.

_At least it's not Mystic Falls,_ Nora thought. She was more than happy to be far away from that dreadful town, and the current problem that plagued it. As far as she was concerned, Rayna Cruz was now the Salvatore brothers' problem, and she had no doubt that the two of them could use their combined brain cells to stop the Huntress once and for all. Nora's only concern now was sitting in the passenger seat of the car.

She briefly turned to face Mary Louise, whose head was resting on the window. Her health was quickly deteriorating, and for the last 45 hours, she remained unconscious, which worried Nora. However, in spite of that, she had hope that Mary Louise would be cured; after all, she had already surpassed Alex's 'dead within the week,' by an additional week and a half.

Nora clenched the steering wheel, her knuckles turning white. She wasn't a Ripper Vampire, but if she ever saw Alex again, she would take great pleasure in tearing the woman's throat out and displaying her mutilated corpse for everyone to see. Her stomach dropped as she remembered the day Mary Louise's health took a turn for the worse.

* * *

><p><em><strong>FOUR DAYS AGO<strong>_

WHEN Nora returned to the abandoned warehouse where she parked the car to raid a Red Cross that was a block away, Mary Louise, with a blanket wrapped around her, was sitting up, head leaning on the seat, her feet touching the pavement, and she was looking out at the night sky.

"You can't see them anymore," Mary Louise said softly, as Nora slowly approached her with blood bags in her hands.

Nora stopped in front of Mary Louise. "See what?"

Mary Louise continued to look out at the sky, and after a long moment she finally answered, "The stars."

The answer took Nora aback, and she caught herself turning to look at the sky. She turned back to face Mary Louise, who was still fixated on nothing that was there.

"Here," Nora said as she held out a blood bag, which Mary Louise didn't seem to notice. "You should eat."

Mary Louise diverted her eyes from the sky. "Blood bag?"

"It's better than nothing, and you need to keep your strength. And all honesty, it isn't that bad."

Mary Louise smiled. Even looking deathly ill, Nora couldn't help but be smitten by her charm.

"You…take…good care of me." She struggled with her words, and Nora moved in closer.

"Just try. For me."

Mary Louise grabbed the bag. She had no appetite, but she would try, if only for Nora.

Nora smiled reassuringly as Mary Louise began to slowly drink from the bag. However, Nora's smile didn't last for long, when after the two large sips Mary Louise took, made her face contort in discomfort, and eventually vomit the blood back up.

After Mary Louise's coughing fit subsided, she looked over at Nora, and noticed that she had gotten blood on Nora's shirt. Her eyes began to water, and her lip quivered. "I've ruined your favourite top."

Nora looked down at her shirt, noticing the specks of blood, as if this shirt was bloody important.

"It's just a shirt," Nora said, but Mary Louise, out of guilt and shame, had already started to turn away from her, and put herself back into the car, leaving Nora frozen in the desolate parking lot.

* * *

><p>NORA tried to shake that memory from her mind. A part of her wondered if she was being selfish in looking for an antidote that might not exist. The humane thing to do would be to end Mary Louise's suffering. That's what Alex had suggested. But she knew that Mary Louise would never put that burden on her. The other part, the one that motivated her the loudest, wondered if their love was strong enough to keep them together.<p>

Suddenly, and without warning, a large lightning bolt descended from the sky, and struck the front hood of the car, causing Nora to lose control. The car jerked in an uncontrollable tailspin, causing it to strike a post on the side of the road. The impact flipped the car until it came to a halt upside down on the grassy field.

Nora, who was strapped behind the wheel, tried her best to look over at Mary Louise, who was still unconscious and probably had no idea what just happened.

"I'm going to get us out of here," Nora said aloud, and with her vampire speed and strength, she ripped off her seat belt and kicked open the driver side door, which skidded across the field.

As she slowly crawled out of the car, a pair of polished shoes, and someone, who wasn't there before, slow clapping, greeted her.

Nora looked up to see five men, all finely dressed, ranging in height and shape. The man in the middle, the one who was clapping, was roughly 6 feet, with dark hair and eyes with a pale complexion. He was muscular, but the men behind him were more built. He was also wearing a unique brooch that looked like a Triquetra, with a Templar symbol in the middle.

Nora picked herself up from the ground. It had been a couple of days since she last fed, and even though she might not be at full strength, she didn't scare easily.

"Impressive," The man said, and before Nora knew it he was in front of her, squeezing her neck hard. "But you're on my territory now."

With inhuman strength, he threw Nora, and she glided in the air until she hit the ground hard, landing a few feet away from the car door.

As Nora recovered from the impact, she heard one of the Man's Lackies say, "There is someone else in the car. A girl."

Nora quickly spun around, horrified. "Get away from her!"

The Leader, Nora presumed, just grinned. He turned to his friend. "Boris, do me a favour and pull that girl out. I want this one to watch us kill her."

"No!" Nora said, and she rushed toward the car, but was stopped by the Leader who grabbed her by the neck once more. She watched as Boris held Mary Louise's unconscious body.

With a wave of his hand, a large fire appeared in the middle of the field. "Boris, why don't you teach this trespasser a lesson, and show how far you can throw her friend into the fire."

"I think there is something wrong with her," Boris said noticing the marks on Mary Louise. "She don't look right."

Nora continued to struggle under the Leader's strength, and unable to use her magic against him. "Put…Her…Down."

The Leader grinned a sickly grin. "If you insist."

Boris suddenly threw Mary Louise in the air, and Nora could only watch with terror as her body reached closer to the fire. She closed her eyes.

"Prohibere," An unfamiliar female voice rang out in Latin, causing Mary Louise to freeze in mid air. "Extinctus," She continued, but she was nowhere to be seen, as the fire in the middle of the field disappeared. "Descendere."

Nora watched as Mary Louise was gently placed back down on the ground, and from the corner of her eye, she saw three people come out from a cloaking spell. The only woman was in her late twenties, and slightly taller than Mary Louise. She had olive skin, auburn hair, and hazel eyes.

One of the men beside her was at least 6'3, and muscular. He had a dark complexion, with dark eyes and hair, but a gentle face. He was in his late twenties, but didn't look it.

The other man was also tall, around the same height and age, with ash blonde hair and piercing blue eyes.

"If it isn't the three Musketeers," The Leader said. "Sage, Jonas, and Barron."

Barron, with the gentle face, stepped up. "Let them go, Cyrus."

"Or what?" Cyrus answered while squeezing Nora's neck a little harder.

"Or things are going to get ugly," Jonas answered, and from the corner of Nora's eyes, she could see both the men's eyes flash a bright yellowy-orange.

_Werewolves._ Nora thought. _And on a full bloody moon too._

"Dimissus," Sage suddenly said, causing Cyrus to let go of Nora. Within moments, both Barron and Jonas had semi transformed into their werewolve selves, while still looking human, something Nora hadn't seen in her lifetime.

While Cyrus's gang began to fight back with the three other intruders, Nora fixated her attention on the man called Boris. He had touched Mary Louise, and he was going to pay. Within a flash, she was behind him and she sunk her teeth into his neck, quickly draining the blood out of him. It felt so good to have the warm liquid splash around her mouth and down her throat.

The four of them quickly took on Cyrus's gang, and when the battle was done, the only man left standing was Cyrus. He looked around at the blood bath that had just occurred, not expecting an outcome like this with all his men dead.

Nora, who had gained some strength back thanks to Boris, wanted to charge at Cyrus and make him suffer, but the moment she moved a muscle, a lightning bolt struck the ground, and Cyrus was gone.

A moment after the commotion, Barron turned to Nora, looking at the blood around her mouth. "You're a vampire."

Nora felt her body tense. Werewolves and Vampires were sworn enemies. "And you both"—she pointed to Barron and Jonas—"are werewolves."

"And a witch," Sage said causing the three of them to look at her. "Not that that's important…" She trailed off.

Nora shifted in her place. "Thank you for your help. If you don't mind me, I'll be on my way."

Jonas, who was looking at the blonde girl lying in the grass, asked, "What's wrong with your friend?"

"She was poisoned," Nora answered truthfully. "And she doesn't have much time left, so if you don't mind me, I'll be on my way."

Jonas pointed to the car. "In that?"

Barron shot Jonas a disapproving glance. "Look. I know you have no reason to trust us, and for that matter, we have no reason to trust you…but, we have a friend. Callum. He's human, but insanely smart—a genius, I think. He is an expert at these things."

"The Sanctuary is not too far from here. I can teleport all of us back," Sage added. "If you want the help, we'll try."

Nora was conflicted. These people had no reason to help, or be kind to her, but they were. She had been driving around for the past two weeks looking for something to cure Mary Louise, and found nothing.

"Please," Barron said, bringing Nora back to the conversation. "Let us try and help."

Nora turned to Mary Louise. It was the only option she had now.


	2. Chapter 2

**CHAPTER TWO**

THE first thing Nora noticed when Sage had teleported the five of them in the foyer of what they called the Sanctuary, was the paneled wood walls that accented a grand, white, stair case. For a moment, she was reminded of the Whitmore home where she briefly stayed while in Mystic Falls.

"Callum!" Barron called out as he held Mary Louise's lifeless body.

Within moments, a young African American man, in his early twenties, appeared at the top of the staircase. He was tall and lanky, with glasses that didn't quite fit his face. He was a very strong contrast from Jonas and Barron.

As Callum made his way down the stairs he looked at the two new people that accompanied his friends. "Who are these people?"

Jonas and Sage exchanged a look. In all the excitement, they forgot to ask for a name.

Before Nora could answer, an older man and woman appeared from the back of the Sanctuary. The older man was in his sixties, but looked younger. He was of average height, and his hair was begging to turn a peppered grey. The woman beside him was in her mid-fifties. She had blue eyes, and short dirty blonde hair that rested just below her chin.

"What happened?" The woman called out as she noticed the blood on their clothes.

"That's what I want to know," Callum responded.

"We found these two being bothered by Cyrus," Jonas answered. "One of them has been poisoned. They're vampires."

The older man looked at Nora. "My name is Adam Cane. This is my wife, Cynthia."

Nora looked at Adam. "Nora. That's Mary Louise."

"And what happened to Mary Louise?" Adam asked. There was concern in his voice like he cared.

"She was poisoned with Rayna Cruz's blood by the Armory."

"The Huntress?" Adam's right eyebrow arched, "Her blood is only poisonous to witches…" He trailed off for a moment, and then put two and two together. "You're Siphoners."

Callum's eyes widened in excitement, and in a bare whisper he said, "Witchpires."

Nora ignored the young man and clenched her fists as she said, "The Armory said there was no antidote."

"No offense," Callum began to say. "But the Armory is a joke. They have no idea what they are doing. They just think they do."

Adam nodded his head. "I don't want to get your hopes up, but Callum and I will do everything we can to help your friend."

Nora felt her heart sink, but she acknowledged the gesture with a slight nod.

Adam turned to Barron. "Take Mary Louise to the med bay. Callum and I will have a look."

Barron followed Callum and Adam to the back as Nora watched helplessly.

* * *

><p>IT had been exactly 3 hours, 45 minutes, and 11 seconds since Adam and Callum had taken Mary Louise into the medic bay. Nora, who wasn't allowed to enter, had been stuck outside pacing the corridor back and forth, and she realized the only time she had ever been scared was when it involved Mary Louise.<p>

Cynthia came down to corridor with a mug in hand. Nora stopped pacing when she saw the woman who reminded her of Lily.

"It's not blood," Cynthia began. "It's chamomile tea. I didn't think you would be hungry."

Nora graciously accepted the tea. Cynthia had been right. Nora was wrought with concern that food was the last thing on her mind.

"Thank you," Nora said as she took the mug. "For everything." And she had meant it. For the past three years, she had been separated from Mary Louise and strapped to anything that would hold her down. She almost forgot what kindness felt like.

After taking a sip of the tea, Nora asked, "What is this place?"

Nora hadn't had much time to explore, but the décor reminded her of an extravagant castle.

"We call it the Sanctuary. Adam and I decided to make it a stop for those who were lost or had no one."

Nora was curious. "And you just…trust people…like them? Me?"

Cynthia laughed. "It sounds absurd, I know. But most people who come here are looking for something."

Cynthia continued, "For instance, Callum. Like Adam and I, he is human. Stuck in Foster care most of his life. We found him on the street when he was 18, and took him in. We found him in the library one day, having read most of our books, and we realized he had a beautiful mind that was wasted in the system."

"And then we found Sage. She was outcast by her Coven for refusing an arranged marriage between another Coven."

Nora could relate to that, after all, she was outcast by her Coven too.

"And then we found Barron and Jonas. Jonas was outcast by his pack because of a genetic defect that doesn't allow him to fully transform into a wolf. Barron as well suffers from the same condition, and as well was kicked out of his Pack. However, another pack adopted him, but he was left orphaned when they were massacred by an enemy."

Nora felt an odd sense of familiarity after hearing how they all came to be. Siphoners were treated as abominations for not being able to practice magic without a source, and in a way she could relate to Barron and Jonas in that respect for being born different than everyone else in her family. She could also relate with Barron losing his adopted family, like she had lost Lily, Beau, Oliver and Malcolm. She had no idea where Valerie was, and if she was even still alive, but she had no doubt the woman could take care of herself. And, the other thing she could relate to, like Sage, if you didn't fit in with what your Coven wanted, you were scorned and out casted.

"I know the feeling," Nora said after a moment.

"I thought you might," Cynthia added. "You have the same look in your eyes like they all had."

Nora wanted to ask Cynthia what exactly that look was, but was interrupted by the door to Medic bay opening and an exhausted Callum and Adam walking out.

She could feel her stomach drop a thousand feet as she looked at the both of them in the eyes. She swallowed hard, words not being able to come out of her mouth.

Adam could read the worry in Nora's eyes. "We were able to isolate the poison, and we found a treatment that seems to be working."

"It's not an instant cure," Callum continued. "The results won't be noticeable at first, and we expect it to be a long and hard recovery of a little over a month with the regime we have her on. But your friend is a fighter, and we expect her to be okay."

Nora was in shock, and she felt like she was dreaming. Her ears were ringing, and the only thing she could hear over and over again was that Mary Louise was going to be fine.

And that's all that mattered.


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N: **Thank you all for the reviews so far and following my story. It means a lot. As always, I hope I am writing something worth reading, so any comment is appreciated.

* * *

><p><span><strong>CHAPTER 3<strong>

IT had been a little over a month since Nora came to the Sanctuary, and as she sat at the Kitchen Island, with an open book on the counter, she couldn't help but think about her time here. These last few weeks had been enlightening for her. Once everyone in her family had died, or left, she thought for sure she would never find a family setting again, but these people here had surprised her, and she had bonded well with most of them, especially Cynthia, who reminded her a little of Lily. Even Mary Louise was making an effort, something she hadn't done in Mystic Falls. She liked it here, even if her meals came from a blood bag stored at the perfect human body temperature.

"What are you reading?" Came Cynthia's voice as she entered the kitchen. It was late at night and almost everyone had gone to bed or secluded themselves in their room.

Nora lifted the book, revealing the cover for Twilight. "Sage lent it to me."

Cynthia let out a small laugh. "And how do you like it?"

If Nora were being honest, she would have burnt the book on the spot. The plot was boring to her, and she couldn't understand why the female protagonist would be interested in either the vampire or the werewolf, who she found both to be extremely dull.

"You don't have to answer," Cynthia said. "Sage has interesting tastes in literature."

Nora would hardly call this literature, but then again, as much as she tried to fit in the modern world, there were still things that were better in her era.

Cynthia turned to Nora. "Are you hungry?" She turned her attention to the blood bag bank, which kept the blood heated at the perfect temperature to simulate fresh blood.

Nora shook her head. She had already had two blood bags today. "I'm fine, thank you."

Cynthia took a seat at one of the bar stools on the island. She had wanted to talk to Nora for some time now, but never had a chance to do so alone. "Do you like it here?"

Nora nodded her head. This place was beautiful, and it reminded her of England, with the old Castle vibe it had going on. The grounds were also well maintained, and the nights where she couldn't sleep, she found herself wondering the premise.

"I'm glad," Cynthia said.

"Have you ever had vampires pass through this place?" Nora asked.

"Once. Two of them."

"What happened?"

"I don't know to be honest. One day they were here, and then they weren't." Cynthia paused. "But I guess that's how it goes when you run a half way house. You don't know who will stay or go."

Nora detected a hint of sadness in Cynthia's voice. There were many aspects of this woman that reminded her of Lily. She was definitely maternal, and she cared a lot without asking for anything in return. As far as she could tell, there appeared to be no selfish bone in the woman's body.

"How is Mary Louise?"

"Resting," Nora answered. Callum had briefly explained the medical regime they had put Mary Louise on, and the simplest explanation that Nora could understand was like chemotherapy, but without the hair loss. Mary Louise was definitely getting better though, and that was evident by the lesions healing on her arm.

A sudden silence over came them. It wasn't uncomfortable it was just there.

After a moment Cynthia said, "Can I ask you something? Personal?"

Nora shrugged. "Sure."

"You and Mary Louise…you're more than just friends, aren't you?"

Nora felt a lump in her throat. They had been so cautious. _How could she possibly know?_

Cynthia noticed how tense Nora got. "I didn't mean to insult you. I, and well, everyone else, noticed the way you two look at each other."

Nora felt her cheeks burn red, and that was all the confirmation Cynthia needed to know her suspicions were right.

"What I am trying to say is that if you both are gay, if you both are a couple – it's okay. When people come here we want them to be themselves."

Nora still remained quiet. She was far from ashamed about whom she was, but she knew Mary Louise still struggled.

Cynthia got up from the stool, and she gave Nora a reassuring smile. "I think most people want to have someone look at them the way you two look at each other. I'm sorry you felt like you had to hide it for so long."

Before Cynthia left the kitchen, she put a reassuring hand on Nora's shoulder. "Have a good night."

* * *

><p>NORA quietly opened the door to Mary Louise's bedroom. Every night for the past month, she would come into her room, shut the window that was open, and give a sleeping Mary Louise a kiss on the forehead, before returning to her own room.<p>

Nora noticed Mary Louise lying on her side, facing the window. It had been a hot day, and the cool air felt nice in the room, so Nora didn't want to close the window just yet.

As Nora walked to the other side of the Queen sized bed, she did something out of routine, and lifted the covers before hopping inside and snuggling very close to Mary Louise, wrapping an arm around her, and resting her head in the croon of Mary Louise's neck.

Mary Louise, with her eyes still closed, smiled as she fell into the embrace. It had felt like a lifetime since they held each other, and neither of them wanted this moment to end.

A short while had passed, and sleep was starting to set in, when Mary Louise said, "Nora, what are you doing?"

Nora's voice was heavy with sleep. "I believe they call this 'Spooning'."

Mary Louise let out a genuine laugh at the absurdity of Nora's answer. She still wasn't familiar with the Modern Era, and the slang that went along with it, though she had been trying hard to adjust. However, she did have to admit to herself that she didn't hate this spooning thing one bit.

"No," Mary Louise reiterated. "I mean what are you doing here. What if they see us?"

"They know, Mare. It's okay."

Mary Louise's eyes flew open, and she shifted her position so she was facing Nora. "What do you mean they know?"

Nora's eyes met Mary Louise's. "They've seen the way we look at each other and put the pieces together."

"But we were so careful." There was concern in Mary Louise's voice. They had come a long way from the 19th Century that much Mary Louise was willing to admit. But the 21st Century still had its problems, and this place was still so new and unfamiliar.

"We can be who we are here, Mary Lou," Nora said as she cupped Mary Louise's face with her free hand. "We've lived in the shadows far too long. I'm tired of hiding my love for you. It kills me on the inside."

"As does me, my love," Mary Louise responded, before their lips collided in a long, over due kiss.

When they separated from the kiss, with loving smiles on their face, Nora said, "For tonight, let's not think about the past. I just want to hold you and never let go."

Mary Louise turned back toward the window, allowing Nora to move in closer. Having her lover's arms wrapped around her was a blissful feeling, and for the first time in three bloody years she was content.

Tonight she wouldn't think about the past. Tonight she would just enjoy this moment.

* * *

><p>CYRUS wiped the palm of his hands on his pants as he entered the most sacred room in the Coven. He had been called by the Order, to answer for what had happened a month ago. If the rumors he heard about the Order were true, he had every right to be nervous.<p>

The room was dark, and a small light in the center of the room illuminated three tiers of rows, with numerous elder members, and their families, sitting behind each. He couldn't make out any of their faces, as they were veiled in large cloaks. These people were to be revered, and they all wore the same symbol of the Triquetra with a Templar symbol in the middle.

"Speak," Came one of the Elder's voices. It was masculine, but Cyrus couldn't make out where it came from in the room.

"I was out with members of my group when we came across trespassers," Cyrus began. "We had almost succeeded when the Three Musketeers showed up."

This time a female Elder's voice responded. "You seem to encounter the flawed werewolves and out cast witch quite a bit."

"But in all those instances," Came another male voice from somewhere in the room, "You were the one that left them half dead before the witch spelled them out of the fight."

"What changed this time?" The same female voice questioned.

Cyrus was quiet for a moment, remembering the brunette female vampire savagely rip into Boris's throat. "There was another, unforeseen complication."

"And what complication would that be?" The female questioned.

"There was a Vampire. We had the upper hand, and I had her controlled, even found her weakness in an unconscious passenger in her car, but when the wolves and the witch showed up, they took us by surprise and when the Vampire escaped my grasp, she went after Boris."

"It sounds like they have been training," The first male voice said. "And I am guessing the aid of the Vampire helped."

"We are curious, Cyrus, to see whom these vampires are," The female voice said, and before Cyrus could say anything, he dropped to the ground, clutching his head as memories from that night were pulled from his brain and played around the darkened room as if it was on a screen projector.

A commotion erupted in the room, as the Elders and their families began to talk amongst themselves after seeing the Vampires. Cyrus, who was panting on the floor from that painful experience, couldn't quite make out what they were saying, but it was evident that it wasn't good. The Order had rarely, if ever, sounded concerned, and it made him wonder who exactly these Vampires were.


	4. Chapter 4

**A/N: **Quick thank you for your reviews, as always they are greatly appreciated. Any comments/suggestions/improvements are always welcome.

I also wanted to mention, doing some math timeline, 2016-136 is 1880, which is when Nora and Mary Louise started dating, after they got turned. I am assuming they were turned in their mid 20's…25-27? So I think, for this story purpose, Nora and Mary Louise were born sometime in the early 1850s, and were turned in the late 1870s. Taking creative liberties, ML was born in 1851, turned in 1878 at the age of 27, and Nora was born in 1853, and turned in 1878.

* * *

><p><span><strong>CHAPTER FOUR<strong>

_**LONDON, 1878**_

MARY LOUISE shivered as rain heavily fell down, and she quickly scurried to find any shelter. Her tattered clothes were getting drenched, and her bare feet were bloody from walking the uneven streets.

She ducked into an alley that had a slightly extended curved roof, and sat underneath it, bringing her legs to her chest. She felt water drip from her face, and she wasn't entirely sure if it was from the rain or her own tears as well.

She turned her attention toward the front of the alley, where families were quickly hopping into their horse-drawn carriages to head home for the night. A wave of sadness overcame Mary Louise as she thought of her own family, and how she would never be able to go back home again.

In the distance, she could smell freshly baked bread, which somehow seemed to linger in the air long after the bakery closed. It had been three days since she last ate anything, and God, was she hungry.

She watched as rats ran past her—even they had a place to be, and even though she was incredibly tired, she knew she couldn't succumb to sleep, and she knew she wouldn't survive being out here much longer.

Putting her head in her lap, she closed her eyes for a moment, and pictures of her old life filled her head. She wasn't aware that she had fallen asleep, or for how long, but when her eyes opened again, the rain had stopped, and a rat was nibbling at her feet.

She quickly shooed the rat away, and thought now a good time to find somewhere else to spend her night. She was just about to get up, when she heard, from the other end of the alley, a large crash, and her attention turned to two men who were making their way closer.

One of the men seemed terrified of the other, as he was begging for his life.

Mary Louise watched as the man, who was dressed in a fine tailored suit, pick up the other man, who was double his size, as if he was nothing, and sink his teeth into his neck.

With a gasp of horror, Mary Louise got up from her spot, alerting the man she was there. And just as she was about to run in the opposite direction, he was right in front of her, and she could see the blood dripping down his face.

The surprise caused her to fall on the ground, revealing multiple wounds that hadn't healed properly on her stomach and arms, as well has scared ankles.

The man picked her up by her throat, his fangs flashing in the night. She gripped his arm, revealing similar markings on her wrist. She met his blue eyes, and was able to Siphon magic off of him to let her go.

The man looked shocked as he winced in pain from the small burn the woman inflicted on him. He watched her run clumsily in the dark, before he met her on the other side.

This time when Mary Louise saw him, his expression was different. Softer.

"You're a Siphoner," He said matter-of-factly as he took off his jacket and placed it around the young girl's shoulders.

Mary Louise was too scared to move, and too confused to ask if he was going to kill her.

"My name is Malcolm. Why don't you come with me and we can get you a proper meal, some new clothes, and a warm place to stay for the night? And then, when you're ready, you can meet Lillian and the rest of my friends who all happen to be like you as well."

Malcolm extended his hand, and after a moment of hesitation, Mary Louise took it.

* * *

><p>CALLUM twirled in his chair in the Medic Bay, as Mary Louise sat on the exam table. It had become a standard routine at the end of every week to see how much of the poison was left in her blood, and how much of the potent antidote she needed to have course through her veins to make sure it didn't replicate.<p>

Mary Louise watched one of Callum's machines quickly spin a vial of her blood. "How much longer until the blood-spinning-thing stops?"

Callum stopped spinning to look at Mary Louise. With a long sigh he said, "For the last time, it's called a centrifuge. And it should be done any second now."

No sooner said, the machine beeped and Callum slid the chair over to it, carefully taking out the blood vial. Mary Louise watched as he took a blood drop and put it on a microscope slide before putting it underneath the microscope. He looked in it for a couple of minutes, and she watched as he adjusted the knobs on the scope. He was always quiet when he ran the tests, and it always felt like an eternity.

The other drops of blood were run on a different computer, and within moments a print out appeared. She couldn't begin to understand what the print outs meant, but she trusted Callum knew what he was doing.

After a moment he twirled his chair around again to face Mary Louise.

"So. How do you feel?"

Mary Louise took a look at her arm. When the poison was first given to her, her flesh began to painfully rip open, and never healed. Now, there was almost no sign of the wounds. "Much better. My appetite has come back. I have a little more energy than before, and I am not as cold as I used to be."

"That's all good to hear," Callum answered. "Because your test results show a clean bill of health."

Mary Louise's eyes widened. "Really?"

Callum nodded his head. "There are no traces of the poison. By next week, no more antidote for you."

Mary Louise jumped off the exam table and hugged Callum. She was certain she was going to die when she was poisoned, accepted that was her fate.

"Thank you," Mary Louise said as she parted from the hug.

"You're welcome," Callum said, slightly taken aback by Mary Louise's display of friendship.

"I have to tell Nora the good news," Mary Louise said, and within a blink of an eye she was gone from the room.

Callum smiled to himself as he said, "Vampire super-speed. So cool."

* * *

><p>MARY LOUISE found Nora sitting out in the Court Yard on a stone bench, away from Barron and Jonas, who were practicing their sword fighting while Sage watched. Sometimes Mary Louise wondered if Sage knew both Barron and Jonas had feelings for her, and she was grateful that in her 165 years of life, she never had to endure a love triangle.<p>

Nora, sensing someone behind her, turned around to see Mary Louise. She hated when Mary Louise had to go in for tests. Every week she had hoped the poison would be out of her system, and every week they still found traces.

Mary Louise sat on the stone bench next to Nora, allowing Nora to rest her head on Mary Louise's shoulder. She was too afraid to ask for the results. So instead she brought up a different topic.

"Do you think about them?"

"Our family?" Mary Louise asked. "All the time."

"On days like today I think about them the most. And I wonder, how different would our lives be if they were still here."

Mary Louise nodded. There were days where she missed them terribly, and other days where she was reminded of how dysfunctional they all were. Form Valerie for killing Oscar, to Julian manipulating her and everyone else in their family, to Lily keeping secrets. It was a shock they managed to survive for as long as they did.

"And do you like this place?" Mary Louise asked, even though she knew the answer. Sometimes, when Nora wasn't paying attention, she would observe her interacting with the members of this little family and how genuinely happy she seemed to be.

"I don't hate it," Nora answered. "The people here are nice, and they saved your life which I will forever be grateful for."

"I am grateful for that too. Callum just gave me a clean bill of health."

Nora suddenly got up from the stone bench. "Are you serious?" Her eyes were watering, and there was a smile on her face from ear-to-ear.

Mary Louise stood up so she was level to Nora, and grabbed her hands. "If you hadn't been so iron-willed, I would not be here."

Nora shook her head. "Don't talk like that."

"But it's true. I owe a lot to these people for helping me, but it's you Nora. When you rescued me from the place, you never gave up on me even when I gave up on myself."

Nora threw her arms around Mary Louise and kissed her hard on the lips, as a weight she had been carrying had finally been lifted.
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><p><span><strong>CHAPTER 5<strong>

_**LONDON, 1878**_

WHEN Malcolm found and rescued Nora, she had been crying, and she hadn't stopped crying until he brought her to her new home.

Lily was the first to see the petite brunette, whose eyes were red from crying and face stained with the aftermath of her own tears. "What happened?"

"The same old," Malcolm said in a hushed voice. "Her Coven and family tried to kill her, and they would have succeeded if I hadn't killed them all first."

Nora looked at her new surroundings. There were other people here watching her. People she didn't know.

In the back of the small room that could barely fit a family of four, was a tall, African American man. His eyes were kind, and he gave a small, reassuring smile. Beside him was another man. He was short, slightly chubby, and of Asian descent. He also smiled, but it was goofy—the joker of the bunch, clearly. There was a woman, tall, with fair skin and strawberry blonde hair. She looked as though she was studying her, and at the same time also looked uncomfortable being beside another man, of average height and sandy blonde hair. His smile was wicked, and Nora felt a lump rise in her throat.

"What's your name?"

Nora turned her attention back to the older woman, whose eyes seemed to sparkle. She reminded Nora of her mother, and when the stranger placed a comforting, maternal hand on her shoulder, a fresh wave of tears pooled into Nora's eyes.

"Nora," She choked out after a moment.

"Nora. What a lovely name. I am Lillian, but you can call me Lily. You have already met Malcolm. And standing in the back over there"—she pointed to each person from the way Nora first saw them –"is Beau, Oscar, Valerie and, the love of my life, Julian."

Nora gave a small nod. On her way over, Malcolm had already explained that the people here, aside from Lillian and Julian, were all Siphoners who were outcast by their Coven.

Just as Nora turned back to face Lily, the door to the home barged open, startling her. She turned to see a woman, with blonde hair and piercing blue eyes enter and she instantly became transfixed.

"Those sodding people! They are lucky I didn't kill them where they st—" The blonde woman abruptly stopped talking, not realizing that they had company. She looked at the guest.

"And that," Lily began to say, not noticing that the two women were suddenly fixated on each other. "Is Mary Louise."

Nora took her eyes off of Mary Louise and focused back on Lily.

Lily smiled as she cupped Nora's face with both her hands. "I have a very important question for you, Nora. Would you like to join our family?"

* * *

><p>THE morning sun peaked through the half drawn curtains of their room, while Nora sat nervously at the edge of their bed, fidgeting with her hands. Her nervousness was not without reason. It started last night after dinner, when everyone was celebrating Mary Louise's recovery, and both Adam and Cynthia had asked if the two of them would like to stay here permanently. As a family.<p>

The news had come as an unexpected shock to both of them, and Adam, Cynthia, and the rest of them, understood their hesitation in answering right away, after all, they had just lost their family they had known for over a century.

In fact that same night, as Mary Louise slept curled next to her, Nora was contemplating the offer. Part of her felt guilty for wanting to stay here, as if it was a slap in the face to Lily and the rest of the Heretics. Another part of her knew that her family was gone and if anything Lily would want her to find happiness—not that she wouldn't be happy with just Mary Louise – but the idea of having a family, no matter how it came to be, always appealed to Nora.

Another issue, which gnawed at the pit of Nora's stomach, was Mary Louise. She loved this woman dearly, but she knew how stubborn she could be. She was afraid that deep down, Mary Louise wouldn't be able to—wouldn't want to—co-exist with three humans, a witch, and two werewolves. She remembered quite clearly Mary Louise's hesitance for change back in Mystic Falls, and what exactly she thought of humans. She also remembered the break up after she had suggested trying something different.

Nora had been fortunate enough to spend time with Bonnie, and in that time she had learned to appreciate the good that was still in the world, something the Heretics had forgotten after being imprisoned for over a Century. She only wished the other members had found the same thing before their untimely end.

The door to the washroom opened, and Mary Louise stepped out, making her way to the dresser. "You're still here?"

Nora quickly glanced at Mary Louise, but didn't say anything.

"I thought you would be downstairs by now," Mary Louise added as she contemplated what earrings she wanted to wear.

Nora still didn't respond, and Mary Louise, through the reflection of the mirror that hung on the wall above the dresser, could tell something was wrong.

Mary Louise sighed as she turned to face Nora. "What's wrong?"

Nora looked Mary Louise in the eye. "Nothing."

Mary Louise half laughed as she leaned against the dresser. She crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow. "Really?"

"Everything's…good," Nora said. "I was just waiting…for you."

Mary Louise rolled her eyes. "My love, we have been together for over a century. I know when something is bothering you. And something is clearly bothering you. So, are you going to tell me what it is or not?"

Nora averted her eyes, looking at the random paintings in the room, and the texture of the ceiling.

Mary Louise knew she was stalling. "I am pretty sure the décor is not what is bothering you."

Nora sighed, and in a low voice she said, "I was thinking about the offer. And…And I want to stay here."

Mary Louise uncrossed her arms and blinked twice registering exactly what Nora had just said.

After what seemed like an eternity, Nora spoke. "Please. Say something."

"I don't know what to say," Mary Louise responded. "When did you decide this exactly?"

"I was thinking about it last night."

"A decision like this doesn't happen overnight, Nora. You must have been thinking about this for some time."

Nora swallowed hard, a sense of déjà vu washing over her. "I was just thinking we could try something different." Her voice cracked, "I miss being part of a family. I mean look at us. Our first families tried to kill us. Our second family got us imprisoned for a century, where we were desiccated for most of it. I just want to see what is here. Together."

Mary Louise didn't respond, and Nora tried to search her eyes to see if there was anything that might hint at what she was thinking.

"We should head downstairs," Mary Louise finally said. "They are probably waiting for us."

Nora's shoulders dropped in defeat as Mary Louise exited the bedroom.

* * *

><p>"HEY!" Cynthia said as she smacked her dishtowel at Barron's hand. "No snacking."<p>

Barron laughed as he quickly popped a strawberry in his mouth.

"Are we having company?" Mary Louise commented as she entered the kitchen, noticing the abundance of food. Nora followed her shortly after.

"Not exactly," Sage said. "Just Barron and Jonas have like a super fast metabolism."

"Crazy fast," Callum added. He then turned to Nora and Mary Louise. "We also just got a stock of fresh human blood bags, enough to last awhile, in case you need something with more nutritional value. They are in the blood-try, if you want it."

"Do you have to call it a 'blood-try?'" Jonas asked. "It just sounds weird."

"How does a blood-try sound weird? It's like a pantry…for blood."

"Exactly," Jonas answered. "Weird."

"Thanks," Mary Louise said.

Barron sat down at the Kitchen Island. "So. Have you two decided if you are staying or not?"

"Barron!" Cynthia said. "Give the girls time!"

"Actually," Mary Louise said, and for a moment her eyes wondered over to Nora, who was sitting at the table, looking distant. "We have. I just wanted to say that this last month has been nice. You all have went above and beyond for two complete strangers, and I will forever be grateful to you all for saving my life."

Mary Louise's eyes wondered back to Nora for brief moment. She could tell Nora was bracing herself for the worst.

"And, if the offer still stands, Nora and I would love to become part of this family."

Sage's delightful squeal brought Nora back to reality as Jonas hugged her from behind. She turned to look at Mary Louise who had a smile on her face.

Nora got up from her chair and walked over to Mary Louise, grabbing her hand and leading her away from the excitement of Sage proclaiming that there was now going to be more girls in the house.

"Mare," Nora said in confusion. "What's this all about? I for sure thought"—

Mary Louise cut Nora off. "You were right. Back in Mystic Falls, I was afraid of everything. And I reacted out of fear. It was harder for me to adjust because a part of me still felt trapped in that Prison World, and I kept myself there. After the Armory had tortured me for so long, I forgot what kindness felt like, and when these people showed it to me, it made me realize how much I hated myself back in Mystic Falls."

Nora smiled a genuine smile.

"I mean, we are still vampires, but maybe…maybe there is a different way to do things. Maybe, we can learn from the Salvatore brothers and Caroline. They seemed to co-exist nicely, while still being"—

Now Nora interrupted. "Blood sucking vampires?"

Mary Louise chuckled. "Yes."

"Together?"

"Always."

"Okay. I think breakfast is pretty much done," Cynthia said, as Adam came into the kitchen with a large, antique book in his hand.

"I heard Sage all the way in the library." He quickly turned to look at Mary Louise and Nora, and with a welcoming smile he added, "I am glad you both have decided to stay here."

With a serious look he continued, "I don't mean to ruin the celebration, but I think I found something really important you all might want to see."
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><p><span><strong>CHAPTER SIX<strong>

THE kitchen table was, for the time being, converted into Adam's workstation, as he laid out a large book with foreign writing and oddly drawn symbols. Most of the people surrounding the table had no idea what they were looking at, but by the concerned looks on both Adam and Callum's face, they could tell this was serious.

"Whoa," Callum said while stepping back from the book. He looked directly at Adam, and they seemed to be the only two who knew what any of the symbols meant. "Are you sure?"

Adam nodded his head. "Well we already figured that these veiled people were members of a Coven. Which one? We couldn't pin point. And after seeing this, I don't think they belong to any Coven. I think they branched off and became their own secular one."

Sage and Jonas quickly exchanged a confused glance, and Cynthia could see that her husband had lost a couple of people in his rambling including herself.

"What I mean to say," Adam said, "is that this Coven is taking bits and pieces of archaic scriptures, and incorporating it into their own practice."

Callum pointed to a symbol on the open page. "And if what they say is true, these passages talk about a human sacrifice, about draining the blood of an innocent and feeding it to their devoted members."

Nora's eyebrow arched. "You mean Vampires?"

Adam shook his head. "No. If they become Vampires, they'll lose their magic. This is about taking blood and making their magic stronger. How? I won't know that until I get more information."

Barron, who was quietly eating his pancakes, asked, "And how are you going to do that?"

"According to the text, a sacrifice is supposed to happen after four full moons. " Adam answered. "I believe one is going to take place tonight."

"And your plan is?" Jonas asked.

"Well, to stop the ritual, and then see if they left any source material behind I can learn from," Adam answered.

Nora smiled, liking the idea of getting out of the house and stretching out her fangs. "When and where?"

Cynthia glanced up at Nora. "Absolutely not! I don't want any of you risking your lives for our battles." Her eyes went over to Sage, Jonas and Barron. "It's bad enough that the last times you three went up against these people you were left either bruised, broken, or nearly dead."

The concern in Cynthia's voice was palpable, and Adam had to agree. He couldn't risk losing anyone.

Barron didn't agree. "But now we have two Heretics on our side. We have a chance."

"We didn't ask you all to join this family to exploit your abilities," Cynthia reminded.

"But that's what we are now," Nora said. "Family. And family helps each other, no matter what the risks may be."

Adam ran a hand through his hair. "I appreciate the sentiment, guys. But there are some things that I have to do. I should have never involved the three of you in my affairs to begin with."

"We want to help," Jonas said with emphasis. "What good is our abilities if we aren't allowed to use them?"

"Also," Callum said, "and no offense, but you're old."

"And human," Mary Louise finished.

Adam looked at Callum and Mary Louise. They both had a point. He was no longer in his prime condition.

"We can take care of ourselves," Sage said. "We can do this. Have faith in us. Let us go."

"And if you don't," Mary Louise continued, "we can compel you otherwise."

Adam sighed. "No one will be compelling anyone. I guess if there is no reasoning, we can go tonight."

Callum straightened his posture. "Actually, I was wondering if I could go in your place instead. I never get to go out in the field with these guys, and I know what to look for."

"We'll make sure he is safe," Barron said for added assurance.

Adam looked over at Cynthia. They were both torn.

Adam sighed. "Fine. But just so you are all clear, I am not happy about this. I never wanted to drag you all into this."

"We won't let you down," Jonas said.

Adam felt a knot in his stomach. They could never let him down. He was never worried about that. What he, and Cynthia, were worried about is one of them never coming home. And that thought alone was worse than death.

* * *

><p>"THIS should be the place," Sage said as she laid out the map Adam had drawn for them, on the hood of the van that was discreetly parked. A large Triquetra Symbol covered the map, in the center, where the Templar symbol should have been, is where Adam thought the ritual might take place.<p>

Callum looked out at the night sky, and then toward a mining shaft that was blocked off. It reminded him of every single horror movie he ever saw.

The six of them began to make their way toward the entrance. They mostly walked in silence until Nora spoke.

"So, what's Adam and Cynthia's deal?"

The four exchanged looks before Barron answered. "Back in the 90s, they were driving home with their three kids in the back, and one on the way home, a supernatural being attacked their vehicle."

Sage continued, "Their children and unborn died instantly. They were left critically hurt. To this day, they have no idea who attacked them or why."

Both Nora and Mary Louise took the information in. They hadn't known that about the Cane family.

"If a supernatural being attacked them," Nora said as they all entered the dark mining shaft, "why do they take in people like us?"

Jonas turned back to look at Nora. "Because a supernatural being also saved their lives. It was too late for the kids, but some Vampires healed their injuries with their blood as much as they could.  
>"But still, the accident changed them. Cynthia could no longer have children of her own, and they both became obsessed with finding who did this to them. It almost ruined their marriage, until they decided to turn their grief into something positive."<p>

Nora felt saddened that Adam and Cynthia had to go through that, but she was fascinated at their ability to change and adapt. It reminded her of Lily, and how badly Lily wanted to change from her Ripper ways. If only they hadn't been too stubborn to see it. She guessed the modern saying was true, that it only takes one event to change your perspective on everything.

The six of them kept walking further into the mineshaft, but stopped once their flashlights hit a dirt wall.

"Are we sure we got the right place?" Barron asked. The smell of rotted wood filled the air, and it looked like they had reached a dead end.

Callum took out the map, and laid it on the dirt wall as he held the flashlight in his mouth. He made some incoherent mumbling noises that only Sage seemed to understand.

"He says it's the place."

Jonas began to run his hands over the wall. "Maybe there is a trap door somewhere."

Mary Louise decided to walk closer toward the dead end, and as she stepped on the wooded floor plank, it gave out a loud cracking noise, and she fell straight down.

"Mary Lou!" Nora screamed, and she rushed toward the giant hole in the ground. She shined her flashlight down, but couldn't see any sign of Mary Louise, and she wasn't answering either. "Mary Lou!"

"Scalaria," Sage quickly said, using her magic to make a staircase out of dirt and pieces of wood. Nora wasted no time in rushing down the stairs, calling out her lover's name.

Mary Louise was sitting up on the ground, with an agitated look on her face as she pulled out some of the wood chunks that embedded themselves in her left arm, and a sizeable wood chunk that was still in her left thigh. She was fortunate that it had missed her heart.

"Mare," Came Nora's relieved voice as she rushed toward Mary Louise. "Are you all right?"

"I'm fine," Mary Louise said pulling the last bit of wood from her arm.

Callum, who noticed the wood chunk in her thigh, said, "Are you sure? That doesn't look too good."

Mary Louise pulled the wood chunk out of her leg and tossed it on the ground, without so much as a flinch. "I'll heal. And on the plus side, I at least found a way in."

Nora lent a hand to Mary Louise and pulled her up. "Don't joke like that."

Mary Louise found it adorable that Nora cared that much, and entwined her arm in Nora's as the followed Jonas and Barron further into the mineshaft.

"We're getting close," Barron suddenly said after they had walked about a block in silence.

"How do you know?" Sage and Callum asked simultaneously.

"We can hear chanting," Nora answered.

"I always forget you guys have insane super-senses," Callum said. "Still cool though."

"Also, now would be a good time to put us in a cloaking spell," Jonas added.

Nora and Mary Louise smiled at each other, doing the honors and cloaking everyone.

They walked another block, and then turned a corner where light from torches illuminated a gate made from steel. A few feet down from where they were, was a stone alter, and a young woman, maybe aged 19, tied down, as a large Veiled man stood over her with a curved, inscribed, dagger. To the other side, were twenty other veiled members, chanting something Nora, Mary Louise, and Sage didn't recognize.

As they all shut off their flashlights, Barron noticed they were severely out numbered. "So…what's the plan?"

"Are these the same group of people that tried to kill me when I was unconscious?" Mary Louise asked.

"Those would be them," Sage answered.

Mary Louise smirked. "I say I go up behind the man with the dagger and tear his heart out. I'll free the girl, and compel her to leave with Callum to safety. The surprise alone should give the rest of you an advantage, and then we slaughter the rest of them."

Nora swooned. "She does do a good job at tearing peoples hearts out."

For a moment Callum could swear the two of them were giving each other heart eyes.

"Sounds like a plan to me," Jonas said.

Sage was looking at the ritual, noticing the Veiled Man raise his dagger. "Good. Because, he's about to kill her."

Within seconds, Mary Louise had disappeared, and the five of them watched in anticipation.

The Veiled Man was about to lower the dagger when Mary Louise appeared from behind, her hand sticking out of his chest. The dagger fell to the floor, and the chanting stopped.

Mary Louise pulled her hand out, and pushed the now-dead Coven member to the side, where he fell to the ground. She looked at the heart that was now in her hand, and then toward the still stunned Coven members.

"Oops." Mary Louise said. "Did he need this?"

The Coven members finally snapped out of the shock, and they began to rush Mary Louise, but they were quickly stopped by Sage's magic, and Barron and Jonas, who had pounced on a couple of members.

Mary Louise looked directly at the terrified girl, and as she ripped off the restraints and looked directly in her eyes, she said, "Listen to me. Take my friend's hand. Leave with him. You will be okay."

The girl quickly sat herself up on the Alter, before jumping down and making her way over to Callum's outstretched hand. She had almost reached him, when another Coven member stepped in front of her way. Mary Louise was going to react, but before she could Nora appeared from behind him and sunk her fangs into his neck, allowing Callum to grab the girl and head back up where they came.

Mary Louise turned her attention to the fight. Sage, Barron, and Jonas were handling themselves, and Nora looked as if she was having a grand time killing the Coven members. Mary Louise turned her attention to the corner of the room, noticing one of the members trying to escape. Her eyes turned blood red, as her fangs appeared. It took her less than a second to attack her prey.

When it was finally over, there was no Coven member left standing.

"What a blood bath," Callum said as he came back into the room.

"How's the girl?" Barron asked, reverting back to his human form.

"She's in the van. She has a couple of minor bruises, but she should be fine, physically." Callum turned to Mary Louise and Nora. "One of you will have to compel her to give us her address and forget that this night has ever happened."

Mary Louise used her foot to kick one of the Coven members to their side. There was nothing remarkable about them. "What exactly are we looking for?"

"Information," Callum said as he used his phone to take pictures of the Alter, and some of the members' robes. "Anything that will clue us in as to who they are."

"That's not at all vague," Nora said as she wiped the blood from her mouth and made her way over to the dagger. She found it interesting—how it was shaped and the words on it. She bent down to pick it up.

"Shit!" Nora exclaimed, immediately dropping the dagger. She looked at the palm of her hand that had a burn mark.

Mary Louise looked concerned. "What's wrong?"

"That bloody knife burned me!"

"Maybe vampires can't handle it?" Sage suggested as she made her way over to the dagger. She reached down to grab it, and immediately recoiled her hand. "Son of a bitch!"

"It burned you too?" Mary Louise asked as Sage looked down at her palm.

"Well I guess we can rule out just vampires not being able to touch it," Jonas said.

"Except that dagger has a lot of information on it," Callum said. "How the hell are we going to bring it back to the Sanctuary?"

Barron made his way toward the dagger. He was hesitant, but this was important. With his eyes closed, he bent down and picked it up. After a moment, when he didn't react in pain, he opened his eyes.

"How the bloody hell did that not burn you as well?" Nora asked.

"Maybe it doesn't work on werewolves," Jonas said as he approached Barron and the dagger. He touched it without problem.

Callum was curious now, but things like this always fascinated him. "Let me try."

Barron handed the dagger to Callum, and it didn't seem to hurt him either.

"This is so cool," Callum said as he looked at the markings. "Unbelievable."

"Yes. The knife that burned my girlfriend is fascinating," Mary Louise said sarcastically. "Can we get out of this place now?" She pointed to the dead bodies on the ground. "These people aren't that much fun anymore."

"I think we have everything we need," Callum said. "I'll probably have nightmares for weeks, but I think we gathered enough."
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><p><span><strong>CHAPTER SEVEN<strong>

_**LONDON, 1877**_

MARY LOUISE looked up at the sky, watching the birds fly by, while lying down on the grassy field, in the middle of spring.

A woman's laughter refocused her attention, and she hoisted herself up to see her friend, with jet-black hair and green eyes, make her way up the hill. She smiled once she saw her.

"You'll never believe what just happened," The woman said as she plotted herself down next to Mary Louise.

"Do tell," Mary Louise said in anticipation. This woman was her dearest and oldest friend whom she cared deeply about. She could listen to her talk all day about everything and nothing.

The woman, named Victoria, smiled devilishly, as if she was keeping a naughty secret. "I saw Thomas by the lake. He smiled and winked at me."

The excitement in Mary Louise's face disappeared, and it was replaced by disappointment and annoyance.

"Why the sour look?" Victoria commented as she caressed Mary Louise's arm.

Mary Louise swallowed hard. For some time she had felt there were things different about her. One of those things seemed to amplify every time she was near Victoria. While most girls her age were already married off and having children, or soon to be married, her only want in life was to be near Victoria all the time.

"Well?" Victoria said again.

Mary Louise looked back up at the afternoon sky. "I don't think Thomas is the one for you."

Victoria let out a laugh. "That is what you said about John, and George, and Charles. Is there anyone good enough for me?"

Mary Louise turned back to Victoria. "Do we have to have this talk now? I am sure there is someone out there for you."

Victoria sighed. "And what about you?"

"What about me?" Mary Louise asked.

"You've turned down every courtship, from David, Henry, Clarence – all suitable men."

Mary Louise shrugged. "They bored me to tears."

"You did not even give them a chance."

"I gave them plenty of chances!" Mary Louise said defensively, with a flash of anger in her eyes. "I cannot help it if they were all awfully dull."

Victoria sighed. "Very well. But for a moment: close your eyes. Who would your ideal husband be?"

Mary Louise rolled her eyes, but eventually complied because it made Victoria happy.

"Now then," Victoria said, "who do you see?"

"I see blackness," Mary Louise responded. "This is foolish."

"You are not even trying. Clear your mind like the day sky, and picture the one you would love. Focus on that feeling."

Mary Louise shifted in her position and took a deep breath. None of the men she knew were worth even a second thought in her head. But if she focused on a feeling, her mind pictured long dark hair blowing in the wind, and green eyes meeting hers. She pictured her hands entwined in Victoria's, and days spent laughing. She could vividly see Victoria's smile brighten up even the cloudiest of days. She could spend the rest of her life as an unmarried woman and be content as long as she had Victoria.

"Well?" Victoria finally asked. "Who did you see?"

"I saw…I saw someone beautiful and caring, with dark hair and eyes that sparkle in the sun. Someone who is carefree, with a smile so beautiful it would make one stop dead in their tracks."

"It's like you just described Thomas," Victoria said as she laid her head down on the grass. Mary Louise followed suite, her head briefly turned to watch Victoria look at the sky. They were lying so close together that there arms were touching.

They laid in silence, Mary Louise not wanting this moment to end.

Victoria suddenly sat upright, a concerned expression on her face. "Dear me. What if Thomas did like me back? I haven't kissed a man in my life."

Mary Louise slowly sat up right, a look of confusion on her face. This outburst seemed so sudden.

"I haven't kissed a man, Mary Louise. How will I know what to do?"

"I am afraid your guess is as good as mine," Mary Louise answered.

"I know!" Victoria proclaimed. "I will practice."

"On whom?" Mary Louise asked.

"On you!" Victoria said, and Mary Louise almost choked on air.

"On me?" Mary Louise questioned, her heart skipping a beat.

"Yes, silly, on you. You're the only one here. Now sit up."

Mary Louise felt her heart beat faster as Victoria positioned herself across from her. Sometimes, she would have dreams of kissing Victoria that would seem so real, only to wake up and find herself in her bed alone.

"Ready?" Victoria asked, but Mary Louise was nervous, and the only sound she heard in hear ears was the loud beating of her racing heart.

Victoria's eyes moved down to Mary Louise's lips, and she slowly started to move her head closer. Mary Louise had wanted this moment to happen for some time, and she closed her eyes while also leaning in, waiting in anticipation for their lips to meet.

The sound of Victoria's laugh caused Mary Louise to open her eyes, their lips never meeting.

"Oh my heavens," Victoria said between giggles. "Could you imagine if we actually kissed? What an absolute depravity that would be. The thought of kissing another woman is enough to make me ill." She got up from the grass, her dress blowing in the wind. "Come, Mary Louise. Let us go to the lake and see if Thomas has a less dull friend you can meet."

Mary Louise, who was still sitting on the grass in shock, watched as Victoria made her way down the hill. Her eyes suddenly blurred with tears, and for the first time in her life she had felt heart break, like there was some invisible force crushing her heart and taking all the air out of her lungs at the same time. She also felt an incredible amount of shame, and up until this day she had never felt disgusted in loving another woman, until the woman she loved told her it was immoral and wrong.
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><p><span><strong>CHAPTER EIGHT<strong>

ADAM had been holed up in the library for the past two days, only coming out for meals. He had kept quiet on the information they had brought back, and today he was finally ready to share some of his findings.

As they all sat around the large oak table in the library, which was littered with open books, and paper that had Adam's scribbles on it, Adam made his way to the screen projector and shut off the lights.

"Ooh. Power Point. This is going to be fancy," Sage commented as she sat back in her chair. Nora and Mary Louise looked at each other and shrugged not knowing what a Power Point was.

Adam stood to the side of the screen projector. "Before I begin though, I would like to thank you all for your extraordinary work that night. You all did a good job in stopping the ritual and gathering crucial information."

A sense of pride washed over Mary Louise, something she hadn't felt in a long time. It was a good feeling, and she couldn't help but smile. _Maybe doing some good isn't so bad after all,_ she thought.

A picture of the dagger appeared on the screen, causing Sage to wince. Her hand was healing, and the pain now was barely a dull ache, but the memory of it alone was enough to make her skin crawl.

"I believe this dagger was cursed so that if any other witches touched it, it would burn them," Adam said. "Which is why it burnt Nora, Sage, and most likely would have burned Mary Louise if she touched it. It also explains why the rest of us were able to touch it no problem."

"Because we aren't witches," Jonas said, and Adam nodded.

"The inscriptions on the dagger are still unfamiliar, but"—he pressed a button, and another slide appeared with other symbols and letters that also looked unfamiliar—"I think they started their own language. These letters and symbols are from three different dead scrolls, the eldest dating back to 400 B.C."

He clicked the button and another slide appeared, this time with a magnified close up of a symbol. "This is one of the symbols found on the alter, and I believe they have combined the previous scrolls symbols to make their own letters. That's why the chanting was unfamiliar to you three. It's from an entirely made up language."

"Someone obviously had way too much time on their hands," Callum joked.

"So what does this mean?" Cynthia asked. "And how are they getting power from it?"

Adam clicked another slide, and rough drawings of human sacrifice and rituals came on the screen. In one of the pictures, there were people wearing robes, their faces completely covered.

He continued, "I believe they already had a source of magic. Maybe they defected from their own Coven. I believe they are fairly new too. They can't be more than two centuries old."

"Defecting from a Coven is considered a no-no," Sage said. "I find it hard to believe they were successful. Surely whatever Coven they belonged to would have stopped them."

Nora nodded her head. "I agree with Sage. Covens are powerful as a group. They would never allow an anomaly to live."

"Could they have been overpowered?" Barron suggested. "I mean it happens in Packs with the Alpha males all the time."

The three outcast Coven members exchanged looks. It wasn't impossible for it to happen, but if these Veiled Coven members belonged to the Gemini Coven, it seemed unlikely. But then again, the Gemini Coven was made up of factions, if a faction powerful enough defected, the Gemini Coven might have not been able to stop them.

Adam ended the Power Point, turning the lights back on. This was one of the most interesting cases he had ever come across, and the more information he gathered, the more illusive this group seemed to be.

* * *

><p><em><strong>LONDON, 1879<strong>_

IT was late, and most of the Heretics had retired to their quarters after a night of drink and dance. Mary Louise, who still had excitement from the night couldn't sleep, so while everyone slept, she snuck out of the home and made her way to the nearest park, with only a blanket in hand.

The park was a few blocks away from their home, but it took her no time to get there using her vampire speed. Morning would be in a couple of hours, so she wanted to take the time to look at the stars, that seemed to glow bright in the night sky.

As she laid the blanket down and took a seat, drawing her legs to her chest, she felt as though she could count every star in the sky. On this night in particular, the stars seemed to be grouped more together.

"I believe that is called the Big Dipper," A familiar voice said from behind, causing Mary Louise to turn around to see Nora.

Mary Louise watched as the brunette made her way over to her, taking a seat beside her on the blanket.

Nora pointed to another group of stars. "And that's the Little Dipper." She squinted. "And, look, Orion!"

Mary Louise smiled at Nora's excitement. She found her adorable. "I did not mean to wake you."

Out of all the Heretics, Mary Louise had grown the most fond of Nora. The girl captivated her, and she was most happy when they did things together.

"I was not sleeping," Nora simply answered. "I saw you leave and I wanted to spend some time with you."

"You did?" Mary Louise tried to hide the shock in her voice and failed. Nora noticed, which caused her to laugh.

"Of course," Nora giggled. "I enjoy spending time with you, Mary Lou."

Mary Louise felt herself blush, so she quickly turned her head away and focused back on the stars. As Mary Louise focused on the stars, Nora focused on Mary Louise.

"You like looking at them…the stars I mean," Nora said.

Mary Louise nodded her head, and after a moment answered, "They're comforting."

"You know, Mary Lou, you are a very hard person to get a read on."

Mary Louise looked back at Nora. "Mary Lou?"

Nora wasn't sure if she had offended Mary Louise or not. "Short for Mary Louise. I'm sorry, maybe I should not have"—

"No. I like it. It's endearing." Mary Louise stretched out her legs on the blanket.

Nora smiled in relief. Out of all the members of the Heretics, she favored Mary Louise the most. Even Lily had commented on how close the two girls had become since she joined, '_like real sisters,'_ she would say.

The two of them laid out on the blanket, not really speaking, just enjoying each other's presence. Everything was nice, peaceful even, until Nora absent mindedly touched Mary Louise's hand.

Mary Louise's eyes quickly darted down to her hand, as if something electric had happened. A wave of mixed emotions suddenly overcame her, and she quickly stood up.

Nora looked at Mary Louise, confused. "Is everything all right?"

Mary Louise nodded. "I just…I just have to go. It's late."

Nora could tell Mary Louise was upset, but she did not know what caused it.

"I'll see you at home," Mary Louise said, and as soon as Nora blinked she was gone.

"Mary Lou!" Nora shouted into the air as she quickly grabbed the blanket and rushed home. When she finally got home, the first thing she did was head over to Mary Louise's sleeping quarters and open the door, only to find out she wasn't there.

Valerie, who was woken by the door opening, stepped out into the hall, noticing Nora looking into Mary Louise's bedroom.

"What are you doing?" Valerie asked, startling Nora.

"Nothing," Nora said as she quietly shut the door.

Valerie seemed skeptical, but she was too tired to talk about that now.

As Valerie made her way back into her room, Nora made her way into hers, shutting the door. She sat on the edge of her bed, blanket still in hand, wondering what made Mary Louise panic.

* * *

><p>"WE are assuming you know why you are here," A female Elder voice said, as a Veiled Coven member stood in the center of the sacred room.<p>

The Veiled member did not speak, only nodded in understanding.

"Good," Came a male Elder voice. "As you may be aware, one of our most sacred rituals was abruptly stopped two days ago. The result ended in a massacre of twenty-one of our members."

"We believe"—an image appeared out of nowhere, the same image of Barron, Jonas, Sage, Nora, and a deathly ill, Mary Louise, that was extracted from Cyrus's mind—"these people to be responsible."

"We also believe the blonde woman to still be alive," The female Elder spoke again. "If she is, your job is to gain her trust, her friendship, her loyalty, and then when the time is right, when she is the most vulnerable, you will kill everyone and anyone she cares about in front of her. After that, you will bring her to us."

The male elder continued, "And if she is not alive, and already succumbed to her illness, you can just kill these nuisances once and for all. We have no purpose for them."

The Veiled member nodded again in understanding.

"We have to be tactical about this," The female Elder continued. "They have got the upper hand twice now, and that is completely unacceptable. We will set everything up in motion. You, just have to play the part."


	9. Chapter 9

**A/N:** Thank you for your kind reviews. You all are way too sweet. As always, I hope I am writing something worth reading, so any comments/tips/suggestions/likes are always appreciated.

* * *

><p><span><strong>CHAPTER NINE<strong>

_**LONDON, 1879**_

NORA stayed up all night waiting for Mary Louise to come home after she bolted unexpectedly from their late night excursion of stargazing. As she took out her pocket watch and looked at the time, worry began to set in. It was already six in the morning, and Mary Louise still had not returned home.

As she sat at the dinner table, her mind began to wander, thinking about what she would tell Lily and the others if Mary Louise never returned. They would be devastated surely. There was no one quite like Mary Louise.

"You're up early," Came Valerie's voice as she descended the stairs and entered the kitchen.

Nora fidgeted with her hands, something she did when she was nervous. "Couldn't sleep."

Valerie looked at Nora curiously as she took a seat across from her. "Could it have something to do with why you were looking in Mary Louise's empty room last night?"

Nora shot Valerie a look. She wanted to vehemently deny it, but her body language showed otherwise, and she knew Valerie would see right through it.

"Mary Louise hasn't come home since last night," Nora finally said.

Valerie wasn't shocked. "That happens."

"What happens?" Nora asked.

"People leave. Before I joined Lily, there were a lot of Vampires that left. I think Malcolm and I were the first to stay."

Nora hadn't known this.

"I wouldn't take it too hard. Besides, people are replaceable. That's a lesson you should learn."

Nora felt a lump in her throat. Mary Louise was special, and kind, and loyal, and beautiful and smart. There was no way someone could just walk in and just replace her, without so much as a second thought. There would be a void at the place where Mary Louise should have been, and Nora would never be able to get over it.

"She's not replaceable," Nora finally said, and Valerie only gave her a sympathetic look.

"I'm sorry. I know you two bonded and became fast friends. But in the end people leave, and we move on." Valerie got up from her seat. "If Lily asks, tell her I went out for a morning stroll."

Nora watched as Valerie exited the home. She was back to being alone in the quiet, with only her mind toying with the idea that she might never see Mary Louise again.

Nora put her head down on the table, using her arms as a makeshift pillow. She was tired and worried, and the others would be awake shortly. She burrowed her face in her arms, and closed her eyes.

A short time had passed, and maybe Nora had dozed off for a moment or two, but the sound of the front door opening had woken her.

Without looking up, Nora said, "Back from your stroll already, Val?"

There was a long moment of silence, and then, "I'm not Val."

Nora quickly sat up to see Mary Louise standing in front of the door. She had come home.

"I thought you'd still be sleeping," Mary Louise said nervously as she made her way into the kitchen.

"I couldn't sleep last night," Nora commented. "What happened back at the park? You said you were going home and never did."

Mary Louise shrugged, tears filling her eyes, and she quickly turned away from Nora so she wouldn't see. "I don't know."

Nora looked at the back of Mary Louise's head. She didn't believe Mary Louise did not know what made her run. But for today, for right now, she would let it go. Mary Louise had come back, and that was all that mattered.

* * *

><p>MARY LOUISE found Nora out in the courtyard with Callum, Jonas, Sage, and Barron, jumping on a large contraption she hadn't seen before.<p>

Nora seemed to be enjoying herself as she jumped up and down, and her smile grew once she saw Mary Louise.

"Mare! You have to try this!" She said while bouncing up and down.

"What on earth is it?" Mary Louise asked.

"It's a trampoline," Barron answered.

"Take off your shoes, and we'll stop bouncing so you can get on." Nora extended her hand, and Mary Louise contemplated whether or not she should go on. Eventually Nora's smile won her over.

After taking off her shoes, she grabbed Nora's hand and climbed up on the trampoline. Barron started to jump, and the others followed suit. Mary Louise was now holding both of Nora's hands as they jumped together. She wouldn't admit it out loud, but she was actually enjoying herself.

Cynthia, who had just come from gathering the mail at the front of the house, walked to the back courtyard. She stopped when she saw the six of them laughing and jumping on the trampoline, and for a moment she thought of her four children that were taken too soon. She and Adam always wanted to have a big family, and they certainly had the money for it. If they were still alive, they would have been about their ages. The pain of losing her children would never go away, and it still lingered in every crevice of her home, but these six people that had come into her and Adam's lives had saved them as well.

"It looks like you guys are having fun," Cynthia commented with a laugh.

"This contraption is incredible," Mary Louise said. "This would have been such a joy back in the late 1800s."

"You should see bouncing castles," Callum commented.

Sage noticed Cynthia going through the mail. "Anything interesting?"

"Aside from bills, spam and"—she cut herself off, her brow furrowing.

"What is it?" Jonas asked as he stopped jumping.

Cynthia put the rest of the mail underneath her arm, and looked at the black envelope that was closed with a red seal. "I'm not entirely sure."

The six of them watched as Cynthia opened the envelope, pulling out a tan colored card.

"Hm." She said. "It's an invitation to a ball."

"Who sent it?" Nora asked. She hadn't been to a ball since the early 1900s, and if she was remembering correctly, she was only there to dine on the guests.

"It doesn't say," Cynthia finally answered. "But we're all invited."
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><p><span><strong>CHAPTER TEN<strong>

ADAM inspected the invitation, noticing the fine details of silver-engraved writing against the tan coloured backdrop. Someone had took a lot of care to align the words just right to make the words form a gown, and to also pick the perfect font that mixed modern with old times. Even the red seal seemed awfully formal for a Host that wasn't named, and for an event scheduled to take place tonight.

"So, can we go?" Sage asked excitedly. They were all huddled in the kitchen of the Sanctuary, waiting breathlessly for Adam's approval.

"This isn't much notice," Adam started to say.

Cynthia, who had been quietly contemplating the invitation to the Ball since she had opened it, knew her husband was not too keen on making certain haste decisions. The last time they had gone out to a Ball was before their fourth child was conceived, and the idea of going out again allured her. She couldn't even remember the last time she had a slow dance with Adam.

"Also," Adam continued, "it's not like we can find appropriate gowns and suits in such a short time."

Cynthia chuckled. "I'm sure we can manage something. It doesn't start until eight tonight"—she looked down at the gold watch she wore on her left wrist—"and it's only two now."

A delighted smile came across Nora's face. "I once designed an entire Angel outfit from scrap with rubbish clothes found at Whitmore College, and spruced it up thanks to Pinterest. I'm sure us girls can manage."

"See?" Cynthia said. "I can take the girls out and we can do some shopping. And as for you boys, I'm sure it won't be that hard to get a tailored suit for this evening."

"It sounds like you want to go," Adam said, looking directly at Cynthia.

Cynthia gave Adam a small smile. "When is the last time we went out?"

Adam knew it had been awhile, but there was still things that bothered him. "Even if I did agree to go we know nothing about this Ball. Doesn't the timing seem a bit…odd?"

The room went quiet, and Callum let out a disappointed sigh.

"Wouldn't that be all the more reason to go?" Barron asked. "To make sure this isn't a threat?"

"Like a recon mission, but with dance and food, and alcohol," Jonas added.

Adam looked at everyone in the room. He could see in their faces, even at the chance that they could all be walking into a trap that they still all wanted to go out for the evening.

"Fine. We can go." He sighed in defeat, hoping he made the right decision.

The women erupted with an excited scream. Adam watched as Nora and Mary Louise whispered something to each other, and his heart sank.

"There's just one other problem," Adam said, his eyes looking directly at Nora and Mary Louise. "The theme of this Ball is 'Modern Victoria Era.'"

The excitement in Mary Louise and Nora's expression changed.

"Great," Mary Louise huffed. "A party sponsored by homophobia."

Adam nodded his head. "I'd understand if you two don't want to go."

Nora exchanged a look with Mary Louise. Normally, they would have chosen to forgo the night, but if, at the odd chance, it were a trap, losing two Heretics wouldn't be wise.

"It's fine," Nora said. "This wouldn't be the first time we were prohibited from showing physical affection toward each other."

"Then we'll decide on pairings later," Adam said. "Right now, we should make sure we are ready to attend this damn thing."

* * *

><p><em><strong>LONDON, 1877<strong>_

MARY LOUISE made her way toward the slaughterhouse her family had owned. She was the youngest of four, having three older brothers that would one day run the slaughterhouse, and continue the family business. It was very rare for her to be beckoned to the slaughterhouse, her father used to say it was no place for a lady, but if her father wanted her there, it was best not to ask questions or keep him waiting.

She pushed the door to the slaughterhouse open and made her way inside. The smell of the dead animal carcasses and old blood assaulted her nose, and she tried her best to quell the uneasiness in her stomach. She wondered how her father and brothers could spend all day in here without wanting to be sick.

"Father," Mary Louise called out to what seemed to be an empty place. "Father, I'm here as you requested."

Her eyes began to wander toward the various tools used to slaughter and clean the animals, so they could be sold in the market during the day. Their business had become a household name, and it was known for having the best cuts of meat.

Mary Louise stood for a little while longer, calling her father one more time. She was about to turn to leave, when she saw a glimpse of her father standing behind her, holding a shovel in his hand. Her mouth opened to say something, but in flash, she saw the shovel swing toward her, and the last thing she saw was a hanging animal corpse as she hit the ground, before everything went black.

When she regained consciousness, after some time, she found herself upside down, hanging by her feet. She thrashed against the chains, confused as to what was going on. Her vision was still blurry, and it was difficult to see upside down, but she could make out the members of her family.

"Mother," Mary Louise called out with an anguished cry, as tears rolled down her cheek. "Help me. Please." She could feel her blood rushing to her head.

Her Mother, all of 5'3, with wispy blonde hair and the same blue eyes, made no movement.

Her father's muscular 6'5 frame came into her view. Her brothers took after him, all being around 6 feet tall. They also had his dark eye colour and ashy brown hair, and the only thing the four siblings had in common was that they all inherited their father's sharp jawline.

Her father tilted his head sideways, looking at Mary Louise with disgust. "You're an abomination. To this family. To this Coven."

"I don't understand," Mary Louise cried.

"You're a Siphon freak of nature," Her eldest brother, Ephraim spat.

"We saw you Siphon power from an Amulet," Noah, the last son to be born, said.

"No," Mary Louise said. "No, that's not true."

"But it is!" The second son, named Samuel, yelled. "And we will not tolerate this! You do not have any magic of your own!"

Her father put his left arm up, silencing the boys. "I should have known something was off with you. My only daughter, and you turn out to be a Siphon!" He was holding something in his right hand, something she couldn't make out, until he flicked his wrist, and lashed her body with a whip.

"Luther!" Margaret said, as Mary Louise screamed out in agony.

Luther turned to face his wife, as if this was the only way to deal with a Siphoner. As if this had to be done.

Luther turned his attention to his eldest son, handing the whip to him. Ephraim smiled wickedly as he took it, gripping it tightly in his hands.

"No!" Mary Louise begged, but the crack of the whip drowned out her cry, and a wave of pain overtook her body as the whip made contact with her skin.

"Siphon freak," Ephraim said as he handed the whip to Samuel, who when finished, passed it on to Noah. By the time Noah had hit her with the whip, her skin had cracked, and she could feel the blood dripping down her body.

Luther looked pleased at his sons as he took the whip from his youngest. He looked at his wife, who seemed conflicted over this. We walked over to her, putting a hand on her shoulder.

"If the Gemini Coven found out we had a Siphoner, we would be out casted. This is for the best." Luther grabbed Margaret's hand and placed the whip into it, gently closing her palm. "Our daughter is a freak. Only God knows what else is wrong with her."

Once Luther stepped aside, Margaret slowly made her way over to her only daughter.

Mary Louise was queasy, and in pain, and tired from the ordeal. Her eyes could no longer focus on her Mother. "Please…" She said in a bare whisper.

Mary Louise watched as her mother extended the whip, and the moment the whip contacted her skin, she lost consciousness again.

* * *

><p>WHITE marble greeted the eight of them as they entered the massive Gala, which was decorated with gold streams that covered the ceiling from start to finish. There were at least a hundred other people in there, not including the wait staff, which held trays with appetizers and champagne flutes as they walked through the crowd.<p>

Adam seemed to notice that these people seemed to be just as skeptical as he was, but they all showed regardless. _Maybe Jonas was right,_ He thought. _Maybe the promise of free food and drink were enough to gather all these people here._

Cynthia entwined her arm in Adam's. "Do you still think this is a trap?" Cynthia was wearing a nice, off white dress, and Adam had to admit she looked absolutely stunning. Maybe a part of him had missed their frequent outings when they were younger.

He loosened his shoulders. For tonight he wouldn't be so pessimistic.

"You boys clean up well," Cynthia commented, which caused Adam to laugh. They all had picked standard black and white tux, with black ties. The only one who was different was Callum, who choose a bow tie instead. Somehow, it was so him.

The women, on the other hand, and really out done themselves. Sage, for instance was wearing a Burgundy color lace dress that hit just below her knees. Nora was wearing a dark, strapless, purple dress that fell just above her knees. Mary Louise wore a light grey, strapless, dress that fell just above her ankles. Cynthia had lent them jewelry and they all had curled each other's hair.

"Just try and enjoy the night," Cynthia laughed as they pushed their way further inside, passing Barron and Nora.

Nora gave Cynthia a thumb's up, noticing Adam had relaxed a little, and she returned it, before they disappeared into the crowd. Nora glanced up at Barron, who seemed to be a million miles away, and she could tell he was looking at Jonas and Sage, who were not too far ahead of them, laughing away.

"Does Sage know you like her?" Nora asked, which caused Barron to refocus his attention.

"What?" He said in confusion, which caused Nora to roll her eyes.

"Oh please, it's so obvious."

Barron suddenly became defensive. "It's just not fair. Every time there is a mission, it's Sage and Jonas. Always. You wouldn't understand."

"You're right," Nora said somewhat sarcastically. "I mean, how could I possibly understand having my arm wrapped around someone else's when I want to wrap it around the person I am in love with?"

Barron sighed apologetically. "I'm an ass."

Nora smirked. "First step is admitting it." Nora turned her head to spotting Mary Louise and Callum near the back. Mary Louise looked lost, as she did with most parties, and Callum was too excited to even know what to do.

"Do you think it was a good idea to pair Callum and Mare together?" Nora asked, which caused Barron to laugh.

"Probably not, but I'm sure they'll have a good time."

* * *

><p>"SO…this is…nice…" Callum said, trying to break the tension.<p>

"Is this your first ever Ball?" Mary Louise smirked.

"I wasn't too popular…ever, so going to fancy dances was something I was generally excluded from."

"You aren't missing much," Mary Louise said. "Balls are only enjoyable if you spend it with the one you love. Otherwise, it's just…pointless."

"I guess you have a point," Callum said. "So then why did you agree to come? Aside from the off chance this might be a trap?"

Mary Louise blushed. "I was hoping I could sneak a dance with Nora."

"I'd sneak a dance with you anytime!" A random male said as he approached Mary Louise and Callum. His breath reeked of free champagne.

"I beg your pardon!" Mary Louise said with anger in her voice, and Callum, thinking fast, grabbed two flutes of Champagne from a nearby waitress and quickly handed one of them to Mary Louise.

"Sorry, but this woman is extremely taken. Have fun killing your liver!" Callum said as he moved Mary Louise along in case she decided to go all _Carrie_ on the guests.

Mary Louise seemed to have calmed down once they had moved away from him. She took a sip from her champagne, and made a face. She had better.

Suddenly, and without warning, a trumpet began to play, causing everyone to stop talking. In the middle of the Gala was a large, white marble staircase. It seemed an odd place to have it, but it drew everyone's attention.

An older man suddenly appeared. He was dressed in a classic Victorian outfit, and once the trumpet stopped playing, he unraveled a scroll he held in his hand.

"On behalf of the Hosts for tonight's Ball, I would like to extend my most sincere gratitude and thanks for all of you showing up and attending this event on such short notice.  
>"Without further ado, please welcome your hosts for this evening of food, wine, and dance."<p>

A younger man suddenly appeared at the staircase. He was handsome, and about 6'feet tall. He had blue eyes and brown hair, and he was dressed like a Prince from a fairy tale. He waved at everyone below before he took a couple of steps down, turning his attention back up.

Within a moment, a beautiful woman with fair skin appeared, wearing a dark green dress that contrasted her green eyes, who wore a sparkling crown that was fastened on jet black hair that was half done up in loose curls. People gasped at her beauty, and some had begun to whisper that she reminded them of Snow White.

Mary Louise caught a glimpse of the girl and in shock, she dropped her champagne flute to the ground, drawing unwanted attention by the people near by.

Callum could see that something was not right. "Are you okay?"

"No," Mary Louise finally spoke, but she wasn't answering Callum's question. "This isn't possible."

"What's not possible?" Callum asked as he turned back to the black haired woman. He couldn't make the connection.

Nora, who had heard the champagne glass drop with her vampire super hearing, saw Mary Louise's conflicted look. With her super hearing she heard Mary Louise say, in a bare whisper, the name Victoria.


End file.
